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PREFACE. 

THE following Narrative is one of the almost daily and nightly Scenes \\itnes9od 
by the Visitors of the Rochdale Samaritan Society. Having been related to several 
Friends, it is now, at their urgent request, laid before the Public ; and that it may 
— arouse the sympathies of the benevolent, and " turn the disobedient to the wisdom . 
of the just," is the sincere wish of the Writer, 

J. A, 
Dec. 1841. 



IT was sometime in the month of August, 1841, 
wliilst sitting in my house, and looking out at die 
window, I saw two men slowly walking along die 
street, one of them was leaning on the arm of &e 
other, and by his pale, sickly, and I may say ghaath 
appearance, it was evident that he was an invalid 
and in tlie last stage of a consumption. 

How it was I cannot tell, but I felt a more than 
usual interest in this young man, and in two or 
thi'ee hours aftenvai'ds I resolved to seek him out 
Inquiring of my neigbbom-s if tbey bad seen a man 
of this description, one of tliem pointed me to his 
dwelling. luiocking at Uie door, it was opened, 
and by the number and appearance of the peoplfl 
within, I saw it was a Lodging-house. Telling them 
my eiTand, one of the women, who I aftei-wanb 
found to be the mistress, bid me go up stairs, 
and with difficulty I found the young man. 

He appeared ill in the sti'eet, but looked much 

worse, as be lay before nie. Sitting down on his 

bed-side, I begged lie would receive me as a fiiend, 

he made no answer, but gave me an expressive 

I look. I veutui'ed to ask his name, "Joseph S — ," 




was his reply. " Well, Joseph, seeing you in tlii- 
street, I felt anxious on your account, t'earuig, in 
addition to your sickness, you might likewise be in 
want ; now be candid, Is it so ?" " Well," said he, 
*' the people in this house are very good to nie : I 
get a little from one, and a little from another, and 
you see I don't need much ; and tlie lodgers 
here are all ^ery poor, and can give me but little." 
" Have you no relatives ?" " I am an illegitimate 
child, and my father is dead ; sisters or brothers I 
have none, and O, sir," teais gushing into liis eyes. 
,.^'my mother is li-ving in a state of adidtery! and 
.this distresses me the more, as I have only just 
i been acquainted with tlie fact, though for yeai-s I 
J , have not been peimitted to see her." Seeing that 
a relation of these painful circumstaDces overpower- 
ed him, I placed a small sum of money in Ids hand, 
promising to call and see him the following day. 
I called; — his countenance was still more pallid, 
^.^d liis eyes more hollow, but he ga\e me a 
jjpijdlier look than on the last visit, and bid me 

• I have always found tliat to convince om* poorer 
ffethren diat we cai*e for their souls, is to shew 
hem that we care for their bodies ; and they \\a.\e 
fu right to doubt oui- sincerity, if we act contrajy. 
when we have it in ourpower to relieve their present 
wants. 

Sitting by his side I took his shrivelled hand, 
and asked him to tell me ho^v he caine into these 
wi-etched circumstances ; teais agaii^ gushed into 
.his eyes, and for a time he was unable to speak ; 



at lengtli he said, " I am a native of Todmorden, 
and have worked in a cotton mill there, fii'st as a 
piecer, and afterwards as a apinner ; after becoming 
a spinner I was veiy profligate, spending my money 
and leisure hours in the public house, with wicked 
and ignorant companions ; tlie consequence was, I 
lost my character, my work, and ndned my consti- 
tution. But, ah ! su', I had never much pleaBure 
dming that period ; having been a scholai' m a Sab- 
bath School, what I learnt tliere stood as a jii^^ 
condemning my conduct. Often, very often, m me 
midst of my seeming pleasures have I laughed 
L from a heavy heai-t ; however, I went on profaning 
1 .God's holy day, hlaspheming His name, and sacra^ 
r ficing my reason to a vitiated appetite, until com- 
plete destitution o\eitooli me. I tir^n came to 
Rochdale, and endeavored to procure emplovment, 
but I found my health and s&engUi were hud pro*- 

, ti-ate, and I was imahle to work ; and from poveitt" 

I and pain no man can tell what I have suffered. Glaa' 
s I even to get in tliia place, but I shall sooq> 

L have done telling these tales of suffeiing aud woe." 
" Then you are sure, .Joseph, that you will soon be 

1 betteroff?" "Well, I think sot" " Ah ! tliint 
80, Joseph, tliiuk so ; let me ask you one solemii 
and important question, and answer me as a dying' 
man that must soon have all doubt removed, — Aw 
all the oatlis you have ever swoni — -all the Sabbaths 
you liave ever violated.— all the falsehoods you liave 
ever uttered — in a word — ai-e all the nimiberless 
transgressions you have been guilty of cancelled ? 
For you know the bible tells us, tluit the Sphit of 

I Cod bears witness vwtli oiu- spuits when we are '" 



luldren. — Now, Joseph, solemnly answer me ihese 
lUestions." He slowly turned his face from me, 
t answered me not. I kneeled down and prayed 
tat God would have mercy on him, and save him 
, Jly ; and placing near him a piece of silver and a 
ittle wine, whicli two fiiends had sent him, I left, 
promistnpr to call again. 

Eai'ly the following day, he sent to oiu" house, 

^-but not hehig at home it was evening before I could 

Bko. Wlien I entered the room wiUi a \iolent effort 

^P^e raised himself in bed ; his gliastly cheek, his roll- 

^mg fiery eye, and his trembling frame all told a tale 

too plain to be misunderstood- — " Oh ! Mr. — , Oh ! 

Mr. — Oh ! Mr. — " he exclaimed, " What shall I 

do ! What shall I do ! What ever shall I do ! I 

have deceived myself — I am not saved — I am not 

saved !" And he fell back on the pillow. I tried to 

speiJi a word of consolation, but for some tune I 

Heoidd not. I struggled out, " What says the bible, 

^pFoseph ?" '* Ah," said lie " tliat has told me a 

Hnreodfu] ti-utli ; I thought my soitows, my sufferings, 

' my poverty, and my agonies sufficient in themselves 

to bring down the pity of heaven.— I hated sin only 

because it had biought me these woes, and not 

Piecause it was henious in the sight of God. Oh, 
/ was wi'ong. Lord G od have mercy on me or I am 
Dfit !" " Wliat pait of the word of God have you 
- been readin"; or tliinking of?" " Those striking 
words — 'without hoHness no man can see the Lord,' 
and 'except a man be bom again he cannot see tlie 
kingdom of heaven.' I asked myself. Am I holy ? 
Have I been bom again ? and I could not — I could 
not answer these questions. No, Mi-. — yon waig 
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right, all those aborainations you pointed out 
are not cancelleil. What shall I do ? Tell me, 
tell me !" "Well, Joseph, a day or two at the 
most and you will be gone to your account ; let 
every breath he a breath of prayer, ' give no sleep 
to your eyes nor slimiber to yoiu- eye-lids ' until 
you have found peace with God ; cast your sins at 
the foot of the cross, and beg that God would have 
mercy upon you through the merits of his Son ; he 
died that you might Uve ; by Ms stripes you will be 
healed ; with open arms he is entreating you, eVen 
you to come to him, heavy laden as you are, and 
he will give you rest." " Oh ! sir, I cannot, I will 
not rest until I find rest in my Saviom-." I re- 
gretted much that I had notliing to give this time, 
but left him ivith a firm connction that he would 
soon he a happy man, begging a promise that he 
would send, night or day ,when I could do anything 

[■^ioT liim. 

fl Very early the following morning, a woman who 

*had watched over him during the night, waited to 
tell me tliat Joseph was imxious to see me : as we 
went she told me that the misti'ess seeing he would 
soon die, had had him brought down stairs, and 
put into a small room on the gi-ound lloor, because 
of her other lodgers. She led me to tlie room, and 
opening the door, Joseph lay before me : he sti'etch- 
ed out liis withered ium, and with eyes glowing 
witli animation, and a countenance lit up and dis- 
playing the emotions of his heart, he exclaimed, 
■' Welcome, messenger of peace ! Jesus is mine, 
and I am his ! ves, Jesus is mine and I am his ! " 

-TXcrt li/Ung tip liis arms and eyes toward hea\'i^i 



,he uttered one of the most eloquent and toncliing 
pi-ayers my eai's ever heard. " Lord, Lord !" lie 
excl^med, " Hast thou saved me ? Hast thou for- 
given me 1* Yes, thou hast ! Thou hast saved 
and forgiven one who for days, weeks, months, and 
years has declared, by his whole conduct, he did 
not care for Thee, yet thou didst spare me. O had 
I been cut off in the midst of my sins, where, 
,where should I have been? — where hope comes 
but despair for ever reigns. Glory to thy Name 
Jhat I am out of hell ! and not only out of hell, but 
ioade sure of heaven. Tliou sent thy seriant to tell 
me of my condition, and to point me to Jesus the 
sinner's friend. Dark was my passage to the grave, 
but thou hast illumined it in the eleventh hour, 
.with hght from glory." Here his strength failed 
iiim, and for some time all was silent ; I could not 
speak, my emotions were too deep, but my tears 
were mixed with joy. Afrer rallying a little, he 
said," O, Mr. — , if you had told me in the midst of my 
health and gaity, that Religion could have made a 
man nappy as I am, I should have cursed you to 
your face ; kneel down and thank God, witli me, 
and for me." We prayed together, and, O, what a 
happy moment was tliat to my own soul ! 

From tliat time, Joseph became a preacher o( 
righteousness to all who went neai' liis bed ; ear- 
nestly did he beseech them not to put off Religion 
till Uieir last moments, always telling them how 
naiTow had been liis own escape. 

If those who deny the power of Religion to sootlie 
in affliction and disfress, had witnessed the increaa- 
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ing happiness of poor Joseph, though surroiindeti 
with misery, destitution, and want, surely, if evi- 
dence could convince them, they would remain no 
longer sceptical. Nor can this happiness be the 
effect of an heated imagination ; — tlie imagination 
is seldom called into operation, when the dread real- 
ities of the eternal world are dawning upon us — yet, 
Joseph was happy ; calmly, firmly, and triumphantly 
waiting for the great event.* 

For several days Joseph remained in a state 
varying little in body, but still happy in mind. 

'Aboncthif cinm a peraen knucbud at onr door, wisbing to see me, 
observing him, from the opposite flide of the street, I was passing over 
to himljatliB metme ; " Is joar name Mr.— ?" "Yes, iir," wa* mj 
answer. At this moment In-u women aanf mnninf; down the street, 
both seeming rery anxioua to comraumoate Bometldng very itnpor- 
taDt i when ihej reached ui Ih^ both excharoed, " He hns been 
christened I Hiihas heen christHiied '." " Ojveiy well," aaidhe " Inm 
glad of that, I waa afraid he hadnot." Then turning to me, lu> aaid, 
" 1 snppom yon have been to see & poor man of the name of Joseph 

,.S P" " Yea, air." " And what do you think ofhimP" " I 

think, sir, that he is a happy man. " "But how can yoQ leU?'' " Well, 
sir, I beliece be haa been baptized ivith tlie Holy Ghost ; uidl think if 
j-ou question him yon will find hia experience acriptural." 

Calling to see the «iak man the following day, he begged I woold not 
be offended, " Offended, Joseph, whiic do you mean?" "Well, sir, 
I thnaght I had drawn too largely on your hecevoleDce, and 1 reqneated 
one of the lodgers toheg me a little wine from somewhere, for j-on know 
t dan take but little of any thing elae. ^During the dny, n peraon called to 
Me tne, and ^ave me a ahilling, and then asked me if I had been bap- 
tised, Ihinking he meant dipped, I anawen?d ' Ho.' B<-peatedly did he 
«xpreaa his regret that 1 bad not. Retnming through tbn house he said 
it was a pily I hadnotbKeii christened. The mistress came to ask me if 
I had not, I Coldl hr'r I had been christeneJ bnl thought the nan 
I— What shall I do P Surely he will not trifle with me 
1. I know that 1 have been bapd^d from above, 
aalvation for m 
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My attendance being again requesled, I entered 
le room and found Josepli still worse. '• Mr. — ," 
e said, " this is my last day on eiutli, let lis pray 
igether." I kneeled down, and O, how solemn 
that moment ! how hail and vain seemed everj' 
ly thin<r !- — These are moments to view things 
ough a proper mBdium. — Wlien I arose, he said 

how happy I am ! O how happy ! I am a 
prince, I am a king. O the goodness of God io me, 
poor me ! Mr. — , be faithful, be faithfiU ; go on 
your journey; seek out some other poor Joseph — 
there are many; go on, go on ; and when you arrive 

1 Canaan's shores, I will welcome you. God bless 
u ! 'for I was sickand in prison andye visited me, 

hungry and ye gave me meat, thirsty and ye gave 
drii^,' yes, you did, you tlid." These last hnt 
thi-ilHi^ words were spoken in nearly a whisper. 
He now seemedrfo lahom' hard for breath — that 
dreadful witliering deatli-gui-gle having set in. I 
took liis hand and held it for a while ; he looked at 
me and smiled, but it was liis last, slow and slower 

saved his breast, and the films of death came over 
is eyes ; I arose, wisliing to see Iiis last look, but 

eath — andlile^ — and soul — were gone! 

The rest is soon told, I got an overseer- to make 
iparation for his ftineral, and three of my fiiends 

id myseK carried poor Joseph S^ to liis gi-ave. 
Surely, " He liftetli up the poor out of the dust, 
and the beggar fi'om the dunghil, to set them 
tunong princes, and to malie them inlierit thronj 
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Jesse Hall, Printer, Bachdale. 



